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It was while returning from Kingston, one December
afternoon, about four years ago, that I had my first ex-
perience of a really bad fog* As I was out on a walking
tour, I resolved to walk back to Kensington by a route
different from what I had taken on the outward journey*
And it was just as well that I did make such a decision,
otherwise, I would surely have lost my way in the wilds
of Roehampton and Putney Heath*

Without the slightest warning the sky suddenly became
enveloped by a thick yellowish shroud, which gradually
thickened with the darkness of the gathering twilight*
A feeling of dread and anxiety slowly crept over me, and
I began to think of Kingston as a modern Pompeii and
the shroud as the eruption of a distant Vesuvius* I at
once abandoned my walking project and hastily got into
a crowded motor omnibus j for if there was anything to
happen to me at all, there would be others to keep me
sweet company* As the fog thickened, our vehicle slowed
down and crawled along at a snail's pace* The conductor
walked along the edge of the pavement with a lamp
and in this way warned the driver to keep away from
the kerb*

This journey was exciting enough, for once in a while
our omnibus would foul the kerb, and each time an old
lady beside me clasped her hands in an attitude of prayer*
But at other parts of the city where the fog was at its
worst, there were numerous amusing adventures as well
as collisions between different vehicles* For example,
an elderly man who had lived in London all his life, on
going to a tobacconist a few doors from his club, lost
his way and had to be piloted back by a police constable !